The streams are lost amid the splendid blank.
Overwhelming all distinction. On the flood,
Indurated and fixt, the snowy weight
Lies undissolv'd; while silently beneath.
And unperceiv'd, the current steals away.
Not so, when scornful of a check it leaps
The mill-dam, dashes on the restless wheel,
And wantons in the pebbly gulph below :
No frost can bind it there ; its utmost force
Can but arrest the light and smokey mist
That in its fall the liquid sheet throws wide.
And see where it has hung thj embroider'd banks
With forms so various, that no powers of art,
The pencil or the pen9 may trace the scene !
Here glitt'ring turrets rise, upbearing high
(Fantastic misarrangement) on the roof
Large growth of what may seem the sparkling

trees

And shrubs of fairy land. The crystal drops
That trickle down the branches, fast congeaTd,
Shoot into pillars of pellucid length,
And prop the pile they but adorn'd before.
Here grotto within grotto safe defies
The sun-beam: there imboss'd and fretted wild.
The growing wonder takes a thousand shapes
Capricious, in which fancy seeks in vain
The likeness of some object seen before.
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